


The Comic all Htftork of 

Por.Thou maid I warrant, we (hall have old fwearing 
That they did give the llings a way to men ; 

Bat weel out-face chem.and out-fweare them to : 

A way, make hade, thou ktiowed where I will tarry. 

Ner. Come good fir, will you fhewme tothis houfe. 

Enter Lorenz t and Iefftca , (Exeunt. 

Lor. The Moone Ihine$ bright. In fuch a night as this, 

When the fweet wind did gently kiffcthe trees, 

And they did make no noyfe,in fuch a night 
Tro'jltu me thinks mounted the Troyan walls, 

And figh’d hisfoule toward the Grecian tents , 

Where Crejfed lay that night. 

IeJJi. Inluchanight 

Did Thisbie fcarefully ore-trip the dew. 

And law the Lyons fhadow ere himfeife. 

And ranne difmayed away. 

Loren. In filch a night 
Stood Dido with a Willow in her hand 
Upon the wilde fea bankes,and wait her Love 
Tocomeagaineto Carthage, , 

Iefli. In fuch a night 
Medea gathered the inchanted heatbs 

That did renew old Efon. • ■ ’* ’ \,v' 3 . _ 's 

Loren. In fuch a night 
Did IeJJlca deale from the wealthy le w. 

And with an unthrift Love did ruhne from Venice t 
As farre as 'Belmont . 

IeJJi. In fuch a night 

Did young Lorenzo fweare he lov’d her well. 

Stealing her foule with many vowes of faith. 

And nerc a true one. 

Loren. In fuch a night 
Did pretty lejjica ( like a little ill row ) 

Slander her Lo ve, and he forgave it her. 

IeJJi. 1 would out-night you did no body come : 

Butharke,! heare the footing of a thaii. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Loren. W ho comes fo fad in filence of the night ? 

Mejfen, A 


the CMerchant of Venice. 

Me Jen. A friend. 

Loren. A friend, what friend, your name I pray you friend ? 
cMejf. Stephano is my name, and I bring word 
My Midrefle will before the break c of day 
Be here at Bolmont\{. he doth dray about 
By holy erodes, where (he kneels and prayts 
For happy wedlock houres. 

Loren. W ho comss with her ? 

Metf. None but a holy Hermit and her maid t 
I pray you is my Mader yet returnd ? 

V Loren. He is not, nor we have not heard from him; 

But go we in I pray thee lejftca. 

And ceremonioufly let us prepare 

Some welcome for the Miftres of the houfe. Enter Cloven* < 

Ql own. Sola, fola, wo ha, ho fola,fola. 

Loren • Who calls ? 

Cloven. Sola, did you fee \k.Lerenz»juA M. Lorenzo $ fola, fola. 
Loren.Ltvft hollowing man,heere. 

C/(pjr*.Sola,where,wherc ? 

Loren. Heere. 

Clown. Tell him there's a Pod come from my Mader, with his 
home full of good newes, my Mader will be here ere morning 
fweet foule. 

Loren. Let’s in,and there exped their comming, 

And yet no matter: why fhould we go in? 

My friend Stephen fi gnific I pray you 
W ithin the houfe, your Midrcs is at hand. 

And bring your mudque foorth into the ayre. 

How fweet the moon-light deeps upon this banke, 

Here will we fir, and let the founds of mufique 
Crecpe in onrearesfoft ftilnefle,and the night 
Become the tutches of fweet harmony : 

Sit / eJfifa t lookc how the fioore of heaven 
Is thick inlayed with pattens of bright gold, 

There's not the (mailed orbe which thou bcholdft. 

But in his motion like an Angel fings. 

Still quiring to the young-eyed Cherubins ; 

Such harmony is in immortal! foulcs, 






